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frin. Wctt.heereismylegge. 

fal. And heere is my fpeech .* ftand alide Nobilitie. 

Hoi O Iefu, this is excellent (port, yiaith. 

Fal Weepe not fweet Queene, for trickling teares are vainc, 
Ho ' O the father, how he holds his countenance ? 

Fal For Gods fake Lords, conucy my truttf ull Queene : 
Forteares do flop the floud-gates ofher eies. 

Ho. O lefu , heedoth it as likeoneot thele harlotry Players, 


as euer 1 fee. , . , , , . 

Fal. Peace good Pint- pot, peace good tickle braine. 

Harry, I doe not onelymaruell where thou fpendeft thy time, 
but alfo how thou artaccompanycd : For though the Cammo- 
mile, the more it is tioden, the fatter it growes ; yetyouth,the 
more it is wafted, the iooner it weares : thou art my ionne.l haue 
partly thy mothers word , partly my opinion; but chiefly, avil- 
lanous tricke of thine eye , and afoolitti hanging of thy neathet 
lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou be fonneto me,hcrelieth 
the poynt; why, bemgfonne to me, art thou fo pointed at : fhall 
the blelled fonne of heauen proue a micher,and eate Blackeber- 
rics? aqueftionnottobeaskt. Shall thefonne of England proue 
athiefc,and take purfes? aqueftiontobeaskt. There is a thing, 
Harry, whichthouhaft otten heard of, andit isknownetoma- 
ny in our Land, by thename of Pitch-, this Pitch fas ancient wri- 
ters doe report)doth defile? fo doth thecompany thoukeepefh 
Tot Harry, now I doenotfpeake to thee in drinkc, but in teares, 
not in plcafute, but in paflion ; not in words onely, but in woes 
alfotand yetthereisavertuousman, whom I haue often noted 
in thy company, but I know not his name, 

Prince. What manner of man, and it like your Maieftie? 

Fal, A goodly portly man yfaith, and acoipulent,ofacheer- 
fulllook,apleafing eie.and amoft noble cariage,and as I think, 
his agefome fifty, orbirlady, inclining tothreefcore, and now 
I remember me,bis name is Falfiafenf that man fliould be lewd- 
ly giuen,he deceiuesme. ForHanjr,l fee vertue in his lookcs; if 
then the tree may be knownc by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, 
then peremptorily I fpeake it , there is vertue in tha tFalJla/fe, 
him keepe with, the reft banifli t and tell me now, thou naughty 
vatktjtsll me, where hall thou been this month/ 

P twee. 


Henry the Fourth. 

fr 'mce. Doft thou fpeakelike a King ? doe thou ftand for m«, 

an r][ e ^ pofeme.tfthou doft it halfefo grauely, fo maieftical- 
, both inword and matter, hang me vp by the hecles for a Rab- 
bet-fucker, or a Poulters hare. 

Prince Well, heere I am fet. 

Falf And heere! Hand, iudge my maifters. 
p n rse. Now Harry, whence come you l 
Falf. My noble Lord, from Eaflcheape. 
prince. The complaints I beare of thee, are grieuous. 

Falf Zbloud my Lord, they are falfc : nay, lie tickle yec for a 

^°frwce. Sweareftthou,vngracious boy? henceforth nerelook 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace, there is a Dt- 
uell haunts thee in the likenefle of a fat old man, a tunne of man 
isthy companion ; why doft thou conuerfe with that trunke of 
humors, that boulting-hutch of beaftlinelle 7 that fwolne parce ; 1 
of Dropfies,that hugebombard of Sacke,that ftufft Cloke-bag 
of guttes, that rolled Manning tree Oxe with the pudding in 
his belly, that reuerent Vice, that gray lniquitie,that father Ruf- 
fian,that vanity in yearcs: wherein is hcgood,buttotaftc Sacke 
and drinkc it / wherein ncatc and deanly,buttocaruea Capon 
and eate it ? wherein cunning, but in Craft ? whereincraftie,but 
in Villanie? wherein villanous, but in all things ? wherein wor- 
thy, hutin nothing? 

Falf. I would your Grace would take mce with you : whom 
meanes your Grace l 

Prince. That villanous abhominrble mifleader of youth, Fal- 
ftaljfe, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Fal. My Lord, the man 1 know. P rin. 1 know thou doll • 

Fal. But to fay, 1 know more harme in him then in my 1'elfe, 
were to fay more then I know .- that he is old ( the more the pit- 
tie)his white haircs dowitnclfe it : but that he is (fauing your re- 
ucrence) a whoremafter, that I vtterly deny ; if Sacke and Sugar 
be a fault, God helpe the wicked : if to be old and merry be a 
finne, then many an old Hoft that I know, is damn’d : if to bee 
fatre,betobehated , then Pharaohs leanekine are to beloued. 
No, my good Lord,banifh Peto, banifh Bardol, banifti Peines-, but 
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